The Htprf-ef 
Pri. F aithjtel me now in carneft,ho w came F a lftalffs fword 

fo hackt? .... 

Veto Why, he hackt it with his dagger, and laid nee would 
fweare truth out of England but hee would make you belceuc 
it was done in fight, and perfwaded vs to do the like. 

r<tr. Yea,and to tickle our nofes with fpearc-graftc,to make 
them bleeder and then to beflubber our garmentes with it, aqd 
fweare it was the blot’d of true mcn.l did that I did not this fe. 
uen ycercs before, Iblufht to hcare his monftrous deuifes. 

Prin. O villaine thou lloleft: acup of fackc etghteene yceres 
a*o, and vvert taken with the manner, and euer iince thou li a ft 
bfulkt exteinpore,thou hadlf fire and fw o i d on thy fide,&y ct 
thou ranll away nvhat inllinft hadlf thou font? 

Ear. My Lord, do you fee thele meteors? docyou behold 
thefecxhalations? Prince ldo. 

Ear. Whatthinke you they portend? 
c j rtn. Hot Uuers,and cold pur fes. 

“Ear. Choler,my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Enter faljiatjfe • 

Pm.No.ifrightly taken, halter . Here*comes If ane Tacke.herc 
comes bare- bonejhow now my fweet creature of b 6 ball,how 
loner js’t ago,Iack, Iince thou fa we ft thine owneknee? 

pal. My owne knee i whenl was about thy veeres(Hal)I 
was not an Eagles talent in the waft : I could haue crept into a< 
11 y Alderinas thumbe ring.a pl'agu of fighing & griefe,' t blows 
a man vp like a bladder.! here’s viilenous newes abroad, heere 
was fir iohnBraby from your father.-you mull to thecourtm 
the morning. That lame mad fellow of theNorth,Pei'cy,&hec 
of Wales, that gauc Amarnon the baftinado , & made Lucifer 
cuckold,& fwore the deuill his true liegeiranvpontheCroile 
,ofa Weigh hooke.-what a plague call you him? 

1 Pern. OjGlendower. 

PaU Owen, Owen, the fame^and his fonne in law Mortr- 
^mer, andolde Northumberland, and thefprighty Scot of 
Scottes,Dowglas,that runnjs a horfe-back vp a lull perpeacu* 

Pm. He that rides at high fpcedc^and wi th a piftoll killcsi 
fparsoW ftying, 

- ■ 


Henry the fourth. 

Pat. You haue hit it. 

Prin, So didheneuer the fparrow, .... ... „ 

Ed. Well, that rafeal hath goodmetallinlnm, heewillnoc 

Why whatarafeal art thou then, to praife him fofot 

1 Fat. ^Ahorfebackc(ye cuckoe)butafoote he wil not budge 
afoote. 

prince Yes Iack.vponinftincr, 

Pal. I grant ye, vpon inilin&jwel, he is there too,and one 
Mordakc,and a thoufand blewcaps more-WW/ftr is ftolne 
away to night, thy fathers beard is turnd white with the news, 

youtnaybuylandnowascheapeasftinkingmackrell, . _ 

p rm Then tislike,if there come a note lun ,and this ciuill 
buffering hold, we ftiallbuy may denheads as they buy hob- 
nai!es,by the hundreds, 

Fal.By theinafte lad, thou faift true , it is like wee fhall haue 
good trading that w ay. but tell me Hal,ai t not thou horrible a- 
feardethou being heireapparant , could the world picke thee 
our three fucli enemies againe,asthat fiend Oowglas i that fpiriS 
Ptrcj,a.nd that diuell Gkndower* art not thou horrible afraide? 
doth notthybloudthrillatit? 

P ri». Not a whit y faith,! lack form of thy inftinft. 

Fat , Wei, thou wilt bee horrible chidde to morrow when 
thou comeft to thy fathertifthou doe loue me, pra&ifc anan- 
fwer. 

Pm. Doe thou ftand for my father,and examine me vpon 
the particulars ofmy life, 

F at. Shall l. ? content:this chaire ftiallbemy i ftate, thisdag* 
gcrmyfceptcr.and thiscufhionmy crowne. 

Prtace Thy ftateis taken fora iovnd ftoole,thy golden feep 
terror a leaden daggered thy precious rich crowneTor apit- 
tifull bald crowne. r 

Fat. Well, and the fire of grace bee not quite on t of thee , 
now fhalt thou beemoued. Giuemeeacup offacketomakc 
mine eyes looke redde, that it may bee thought I haue wept, 

for Imuft fpeakein paffion.and I will doe it,m Kin-s Cumbt/es 
>am e, ° 

Prince 
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